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OUR NEIGHBOR MARS.

Now comes the famous astronomer
Professer Worthington, to support
Frofessor Lowell's idea that Mars Is
Inhabited by a superior race of be
ings; that they are far ahead of the
human race that people the earth.
They must be entirely different, for
all the physical conditions are wholly
unlike those on the earth. Water thera
bolls at 110 degrees, and the at
mosphere Is less dense and both are
slowly disappearing. This fact, ac-
cording to the evolutionary idea, will
cause the physical natures of the peo
ple there to change or it will soon be
& dead wond. Its destiny s very in-
teresting to us, for what will become
of the Martlan people will become
of us. This whole unlverse started
with mind. Its first objective force
was light; and then oo to every form
of matter. Mars {3 golng back to its
first estate, and its dwindling mate
rial forces are being succesded by
#pirit.  The receuing air and water
have excited thbir intelligence to the
utmost to provide physical conditions

in harmony with their needs. This
very effort has lifted htem up to a
higher Intellectunl plane. So  Mars

teaches the doctrine, from matter to
spirit, and probably, some dey,
earth will learn the lesson

the

Candles In birthday cakes is a Ger
man custom adopted into this country
The candles are cqual In sumber tq

the years of the celebrant. A thick
one In the middie I# called the “leben.
slicht" (the light of life) only bhe or
she who celebrates his birthday may
put out the “light of life;' {8 un
lucky if dene by iher member
of the family. W in lights
the symbols of lfe I ous th

what & fur

years: and n them could
be more beautiful than lght Death
whe raprepented by the anclents as the
Benlus with a wirned down torch
When we refer to o man Uving too
Inat we say “he Is burning the candle
at both ends' One of the folktales

collected by Bechsteln shows death in
troduding o o a cavern and
showing him a noumber of candles
buraing, some nearly burnt to the
These candles repre
men. Macheth, spey

Out, out

man |if

end.
t the lives of
g of life, saxs;

Undoubtedly

in
brief candle.’

ilght being taken as the symbol of lite
for the

u of

was the sugeestl
birthday cake

candies

American architecture b
ing polnta—ihe L
In both it has dons
exparinieutingg
milstakes,  Put

to solid grounc
new, beautiful ar
typleal offlee but

sernper. This, when t

scraper, 18 one of th

fve forws ot

Not to mention elneil examples, the
West #traet und  Woolwos

fngs in New York have

their own—a towering grandeur which

owes little to bulldings euriler
age. No single type of building wiil
become unlversal a3 4 Lome o a

country as vast as America. Tl
ninl house, the “miss ’

on ol

bungalow apd n ntlier formes ure
used by progressive architeets  The
French chateay has left a lasting Im
pregs on the designs of more costly
homes, Hut the age of Ilmitation !s
pagt. Homes nowadave are being
bullt for comfort and beauty, not In
eervile copy of “elassic” styles
ludging by the amount they are al
leged to expend for musle it would
s¢em that the inhabitants of the
United States, of all people in  the

world, should be free from !nelluation
to “treason, strategem and spails.™ For

why?! Eecnuse they have musle in
thelr goule! John C, Freund, the vet-
eran editor of Mugleal Americn, de

clures that the Americans spend for

musle the enormons sum of $400,000,
000 per yepr Mr. Freund seems to
think the aggregute cost of maintain
ing the army ond navy Iin time of
peace s §100,000,000 per annum. In

fact, In 1012 1t was hall as much agaln,
or nearer $500.000,000 per aunum, Per
haps his estimote of the cost of musle
i# ns much too high us his cstimate of
thu cost of the army and navy Is too
low,

A university girl In her commence-
ment aratlon declares “'frecdom has de:
generated.” This statement [rom
such a source will, no doubt., make
the leaders of the natlen sit up and
take notice,

A sea serpent with o head as blg
as a barrel has been sighted off Long
Insland. This fact showe that not-
withetanding the jconoclasm of the
age, the old famlllary traditionsg are
firmly rooted in the affections of the
people.

A billy goat held up Broaudway traf-
fio for 12 minutes the other day be-
fore It could be eaptured. Generally
spoaking; New: Vork doem the job

 You can help me; at least you can, I
| hope, throw some light on what is a
! dark subject. Have [ your permission
| to talk freely to you, freely and at

‘ll’fuf/" -
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SYNOPSIS,

Bill Cannon, the bonanza king, and his

!_n:hm. se, who had passed up Mre.
ornellus an's ball at Ban Francisco to
mpany_her father, arrive at Antelope.

CCo

nleck an calls on his mother to
%‘l b.ll‘fi‘:’vluuon t:r his wite, and ia
refused. The determined old lady refuses

lo recognize her dnughter-in-law, Dom-
Inick had been trapped into a marriage
with Eernice Iverson, a wstenographer,

teveral years his senlor. She squanders his
money, they have frequent quarrels, and

he slips iway. Cannon and his daughtor
| are snowed In at Antelope. Dominick
Ryan I8 rescued from storm in uncon-
pclous condition and broucgn to Antclope
hotel, Antelope ls cut off by storm. Hose
| Cannon nurses Dominick back to  life.
| Two weeks Inter Bernlee discovers in a
| paper whera husband 18 and writes letter
| tr¥ing ta smooth over difficulties between
them, Dominlck at Iast {s able to join
fellow snowbound prisoners In hotel pars
lor. He loses temper over talk of Butord,
an acter. After three weeks, end of Im-
prisontent in meen.
arrive. Dominlck gets letter from wife
Tells Roxe he doesn't Jove wife, and never
Ald. Stormbound people begin to depart
Rose and Dominlek embirace, fither secn
them and demands an explanation, Rose's

brother Gene Is made mandeer of ranch, |
And {s to get It if he atays moher &_Year
Cannon

Damg-

expresses svmpithy for
Pomi-

itlon In talk awith Roase,
clurns home, BV axerts herself
to pleass him, but he (s indifferent. Can-
o Mre Ryan  They AMscuss
‘s marriage d!fAcnities, and Can-
non suggests buyving off Herny, Domintek
v with Berny and
iy, seon Miss Cannon, bows 1o her
starts uneasinesa in Berny., In Mrs,
s name Canpon offers Perny §30,000
enve her husband and permit &

s refuses  Dominicle secs Rose,
in Byan ensaged to Jack Duffy. Can-
n offers Berny B and I8 turne
fown. Berny telln sisters of offer. Bu-
ford, the actor, makes a Kit in vaudeville
Rose tella Dominlck t he must stiek

A first time acknowledges that
1, Cafnon offers Berny $99.-
# refiscs  saving Cannon
nirk for Roere, Gens wins the
Borny accuses Rosa of triing to
her husband and teils her of the of-
nribe, Ross tells fath

r d follow
who Is Buford,
ominlok

CHAPTER XX.—Continued. I

A moment later, Buford ettered, |
smiling, almost patronizingly urbane !
and benign, He was dressed with a
rich and careful elegance which gave
him a somewhat dandified anir. After
besgrowing upon Dominlck greetings
thnt sounded as unctuous as A bene
diction he took his seat st the end of
the cozy corner facing 1

the door which
led into the ball. From Lere lLie looked
it the young man with a close, atten.
tive scrutiny, very friendly and rvet
tiolding, under itz enfolding blandness,
something of absence, of {nattention,
ng though lis mind were not in the
Intimate customary connection with
the worde that {ssued from his lips.
This suggostion of nbsence deepened,
sbhowed maore plalnly in an eye that
wandered to the doer, or, ns Dominick
gpoke, fell to the carpet and remained
there, hidden by a down-drawn bush

of ¢rebtrow. Dominick was in the
middie of a4 query za to the continued
success nf the “Klondike Monclogue"
when the actor ralsed his bead and

but

with a politeness
n note of bhaste nnd
sath it

at home?"

&l not at home,” sald Mad-
husband. “But she may be in
woment now, She genernlly goos

terncon and gets back

vou ocan tell me,” sald Bu.
tord, looking sidewlse &t his gloves
and cane as they Iay on the end of |
‘he dlvan, “who—you'll pardon my
ieeming curiosity, but I'll explain |t I
precently—who was the lady that
ame in bere lnet night at about half-
pust gaven?
He looked up and Dominick was
suddenly aware thnt his fece was
sharged with the tensest, the most |
rital  Intereet, Thrust forward, it!
showed a hungriness of antlcipation |
thiat wae almost passionate, The young |
mun wag uot only surprised at the |
exj ression but at the question, i
., 'l baven't an {dea,” he said, "t|
wusn't at home to dinner last night.
and didn't get in tll late. Why do
you want 1o koow?"

“For many reasons, or for one, per-
hups—for one exccedingly important
reason.”

He paused, his eves again turned
slantingly on the stick and gloves, hls
lips tight-pressed, one agalnst the
ather.

"How did you know any woman
rame In here last night at that hour?
Did you come up to call™ asked Dom-
lalck,

“"No—no—" the other epoke with
guick Impatlence evidently from rthe
surface of his mind, “no, it was—at
first, anvway—purely accldental. 1

saw the woman—and—and—afterward |

[ saw ber enter here. Mr. Ryan,” he
sald suddenly, looking at his vis-peris
with plarcing directness and speaktmg
with an Intensity of urgency that yps
almost a command, “can you give me
ba¥¥ an hour of your time and your
full attention? [ want to speak to you
of & matter, that 0 we, at least, 18
of great—the greaiest—Iimportance.

length

Dominick, who was beginning te
feel na If he were in a play, and was
exceedingly surprised and intriguvd,

Telegrams and mall |

| ences of a frie
tion in a school of acting and elocu |

“Why, certainly, go on. 1f I can be
of any help to you or explain any-
thing for you, nothing would give me
Ineater pleasure Let me hear what
t 18"

The actor dropped Lis glance to the
fioor for what seemed gn anxiously-
considering moment, then he raised
his head and, looking directly at his
host, sald:

“You may remember that, while at
Antelope, I once spoke to you of hav-
Ing been married—of having, in fact.
been unfortunate enough to lose my
| wite.”
| Dominick remembered, but It seem-
(ed Imperfectly, for he eaid in a doubt-
| ful tone, which had more than a sug-
gestion of questioning:

“She—er-—she dled?"

"No,” sald the other, "she did not
|die. 1 lost her !ma way that I think
| was more paluful than death. She left
| me, voluntarily, of her own free will,”
*Oh, of course,” sald the young man
| hastlly, "l remember perfectly, one
day by the sltting.-room fire. I remem-
ber It all as clearly as possible now."”

That was the time—the only time
I mentloned the subject to you. On
another ocecasion 1 spoke to that lovely
and agreeable young lady, Miss Can-
non, on the matter, aud told her more
fully of my domestic sorrows. DBut
to you | made but that one allus!on.
May I now, more at length, tell you
of the misfortunes—l may say trag-
edy—of my married lfe?"”

Dominick, mystified, nodded his
 head. He could not Imagine why Bu-
ford should come to him at this par-
ticular moment and in this particular-
Iy theatrical manner with the history
of his domestic troubles. But he was
undeniably interested, and feeling him-
s¢lf more than ever like a character
In a play, sald

“Go on, tell me anything you lke.
And if in any way I can be of use
to you, I'll be only too happy to do it "

Looking at the carpet, o heat of in-
ward excitement showing through the
professionnl pomposity of his manner,
Buford began slowly and solemnly:

“I'll go buck (o seven vears Ago,
when 1 wae in Chicago, Previous to
that, Mr. Ryan, I will tell you in confl-
dence 1 hnd been a preacher, a Meth.
odist, of good reputation, though, I
am faln to confers, of small standing
in the chureh, T left that esteemed
body as I felt there were certaln ten-
ets of the fauith I could not hold to.
I am nothing if not honest, and I was

too honest to preach doctrines with |

all of which 1 could not agree. 1 leflt
the clhiurch as a pastor though I have
never deserted it as a disciple, and
have etriven to llve up to its stand-
ards."

He paused., and Dominick, feeling
that he gpoke sincerely, said:

“That was the only thing to do."

“Bo It geemed to me, I left the
town where | was living and moved
to Clileago where, through the lnflu
I obteined na posl

tlon. 1 instructcd the puplls in volee
production. Yeu may huve notlced
that 1 have an unusually deep and res.
enant volee. Through that, I obtalned
this work and recelved the stipend of
thirty-five dollars 5 week. It was falr
I¥ good pay, the Lours were not too

“Then the Woman You Saw Here Last
Night Was Your Wife?"

long, there” was no demand made of
& sacrifice of conscienve, nnd I confess
that I felt much freer and more «on.
tented than 1 had in the church.

“It was at this stage of my career
that I met the lady who became my
wife, We lived at thie game bonrding.
homse—Mrs. Heeney's, n most ele
gomt, well-kept place, and Mrs, Heeney
a lavely woman of one of the best
southern famfies. It was at her tabla
that I met the girl who was destined
to have such a fawal Influence on my
lite, She was a stenographer and
typewriter in one of the largest firms
in the ecity, earning her twenty dollars
o week, as the was an expert and not
to be beaten in the state. She was
very pretty, the brunette (ype of
beauty, black-eyed, and as smart as a
steel trap. She was ag dainty as a

Wuded. remarking:

PASS THE NECKLACE AROUND

Odd Compact Entered Into by Four
teen Pittafield (Mass.)
Qirle.

Like a romance of old s the story
-of the Herk-

piok. always walldressed and up-to-
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she wanted to get back there—"

She was a native daughter of the state
and the town. I was interested In Cal-
ifornia myself at that time, though I'd
never seen it, and we'd talk'of that
and other things till, bit by bit, we
drifted nearer and nearer together
and the day came when we were en-
gaged. 1 thought that was the happl
est day of my life, and it would have
been If she'd stayed true to her
promises."

The clock struck the gingle silvery
note of the half-hour and Dominick
beard ft. He was interested in the
story, but he had only another half-
hour to give, and eald as Buford
paused:

“Go on, It's very interesting. Don’t
stop."

“The first step In our married life
that seemed to me strange, that cast,
not what you'd call a cloud, but a
shadow, over my happiness, was that
she insisted on keeping the marriage
secret, She had several reasons, all
of which seemed good and sufficient
to her. She sald her people would
not like her marrying a stranger far
away from home, and that they'd eut
up very ugly when they heard it. Her
principal reason, and the only one
that seemed to me to have any force,
wae that she feared she'd lose her
job. She had 1t on good authority that
the firm where she worked wouldn't
| employ married women, and If they
knew ghe'd got a husband who was
muaking n fair salary, they'd give her
the sack. Whether It was for all the
reasons together, or for just this one
1 don't know, but she'd only marry me
if I'd solemnly promise to keep the
matter secret, I'd have promised her
anything. She'd out and out be-
witched me.

“S0 we were married and went to
housekeeping In n little flat {n & sub-
urh. We had our mall sent to our old
nddress at Mre. Heeney's. Bhe was
in the secret, the only person who
wns, We had to let her know because
of the letters, and {nquirles that
might have been made for us from
time to time, WVe were married {n the
winter, and that winter was the hap-
plest time of my life. TI'll never for
get it. That lttle flat, and that little
black-eyed woman—they were just
Paradize and the angel In it for me.
Not but what she had her faults; she
was hot-tempered, quick to flare up,
and sharp with her tongue. But 1
never mrm\l—"juit let hier sputter and
| Aze til]l she'd worked It all off and
then 1'd take things up where they
were before the eruption hegan, It
was a happy time—a man in love and
a woman that keeps him loving—rou
can’'t beat it thle side of Heaven,"

Dominick raade no answer,
actor for a moment was sllent
then with a slgh went on,

“1 suppose it was too good to lnst.

The
and

il

Anyway, It ended. We'd lived that
wuy for elx months when in the be- |
ginning of June the Dramatic 8chool |
falled and 1 lost my job. It come on
us with alsost no warning, and It
sort of knocked us out for a bit. 1|
waen't s upset by it us Mre., Carter
was, but she—" |

"Who's Mre, Carter?" sald Dnml-f
nick. |

“My wife. That's my name, Junius
Carter. Of courge the name I use on
the stage is mot my own, | took that
in the Klondike, made it up from my
mother's and the name of a pard I
had who died. Well, as | was saving,
Mre. Carter took it hard. She couldn't
Beem to get reconciled to it, 1 tried
to brace her up and told Lier It wounld
only be temporary, and I'd get an-
other place soon, but she was terribly
upset. We'd lived well, not saved a
cent, furnished the flat nlcely and
kept a servant. There was nothing
for it but to live on what she made,
It was hard on her, but I've often
thcught ehe might have been eansler
on me. 1 dign't want to be fdle or eat
the brend she pald for, Lord knows!
I trled hard enough to get work, 1
tramped those streets in sun and raln
till the shoes were falling off my feet.
But the times were hard, money was
tight, and good jobs were not to be
had for the asking. One of the worst
features of the case was that 1 hadn't
any regular line of work or profession.
The kind of thing I'd h<en dolng don't
fit a man for any kind of job. It I
couldn't do my own kind of stunt I'd
have to be just a general handy-man
or stevedore, and I'm not what you'd
call rugged.

“It was an awful summer! The
heat was flerce. Our little flat was
tike an oven and, after my long day's
tramp after work, I used to go home
just dead beat and lle on the lounge
and not say & word. My wife was
worn out, She wasn't accustomed to
warm wenther, und that and the won
ry and the hard work sort of wore on
her, and these were evenings when
she'd slngh rrand so with her tongue
that 1'd get up, half dead as I' was,
and go out and sit on the door-step 111
she'd gone to bed. I'm not blaming
her. She had enough to try her,
Working at her machine all day In
that weather would wear anybody's
temper to a frazzle. But she sald
some things to me that bit pretty
deep. It seemed Impossible it could
be the same woman I'd got to know
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some pretty hard things to me, but
I've tried to forget and not bear mal
ice. It was a woman half crasy with
heat and norr!n and overwork that
wrote them. The gist of it was that
§he'd gone back to California, to her
slsters who lived there, and she was
not coming back. Bhe didn't llke It—
marriage, or me, or Chicago. She was
Just going to throw the whole busl
ness overboard. She told me If 1 fol
lowed her, or tried to hold her, ahe'd
disappear, hinted that she'd kill her-
sell. That was enough for me. God
knows If she didn't want me I wasn't
roing to force myself upon her. And,
anyway, she knew fast enough I
couldn't follow her. I hadn't mongy
to have my shoes patched, much less
buy a ticket to California.

“After that there were some dark
days for me, Deserted, with no mon-
ey, with no work, and no prespects—
I tell you that's the time the iron goes
down Into a man's soul. I didn’t know
what was golng to become of me, and
1 didn’t care. One day on the street
I met an old chum of mine, a fellow
called Defay, that I hadn't seen for
years, He was going to the Klondike,
and when he heard my hard-luck story,
he proposed to me to join forces and
go along with him, I jumped at It,
anything to get away from that town
and state that was hunted with memo-
ries of her.

“It was just the beginnlog of the gold
rush and we went up there and stayed
for two years, Defay was one of the
finest men I ever knew. Life's all ex-
tremes and contraste; there's a sort
of balance to it if you come to look
close into 1t. 1'd had an experlence
v/ith the kind of & woman that breaks
a man's heart as you might a pipe-
stem, then I ran up against the kind
of man that gives you back your be-
llef In human nature. He dled of ty-
phold a year and a half after we got
there. 1 had It Airst and nearly died;
in fact, the rumor went out that it
wag | that was dead and not Defay. As
I chapged my name and went on the
stuge soon afterward It was natural
enough for people to say Junfus Car
ter was dead.

“I was pretty near starving when 1
drifted on the stage. I had learned
some conjuring tricks, and that and
my volce took me there. I just about
made & lving for a year, and then |
flonted back down here, I never played
In San Francleco till now. I acted on
the western circults, used to go as
far East as Denver and Kansas City,
and then swing round and the circle
through the northwestern clties and
Sult Like. I managed to make a liv-
ing and no more. 1 was cast In barts
that didn't eult me. The Klondlke
Monologue was the first thing 1 did
that was in my line.”

“Did you never see or hear of your
wife?"

“Not 4 word, I didn't know whether
she was dend or living till last night.”

Buford ralsed his eyes and looked
plercingly Into the young man's face.
Dominlek forgot the time, his engnge.
ment, Berny's antlcipated entrance,
He drew himeself up In his chair and

| #ald In a loud, astonished volce:

“Last night? Then the woman you
saw here last night was your wife?"

The actor gravely Inclined his
head.

“l saw my wife,” he sald solemnly,
“last night at Deledda's restaurant.
It was entlrely by accldent, I llked
the Mexican cooking and had been
more than once to that place. Last
night | was about to enter the back
part of the restaurant when I gaw her
sitting there wlone in the corner. For
a moment I could not believe my eyes,
I got behind a lace curtaln and watch.
ed her, She was changed, but it was
she. I heard her speak to the walter
and if I'd never seen her face I'd have
known the volce among a thousand.
She'd grown stouter and I think even
prettier, ond she looked as If she
were prosperous. Bhe was well
dregsed and her hands were covered
with rings. When she went out I
followed her and she came straight
here from the restaurant and rang
the bell and came In."

“Are you sure she didn't go Into
one of the other flats? There are
four in the bullding."

“No, she came io here. 1 compared
the number on the transom with the
address you'd given me on the card!"

“What an extraordinary thing!"
gald Dominick. “It's evidently some

fone my wife knows who came to see

her that evening, probably to keep her
colupany while 1 was out, But I
can't think who it could be."

He tried to run over in his mind
which one of Berny's acqualntances
the description might fit and could
think of no one. Probably It was
some frlend of her working-girl days,
who had dropped out of her life and
now, gulded by Fate, had unexpectedly
reappeared,

“It's certainly a remarkable coln-
cidence,” he went on, “that she should
have come to this flat, one of the few
places in the city where you know
the people. If she'd gone to any of
the others—" .

A ring at the bell stooped him.

I

though beneath
rustle [ see & erack of
. the In:-! lmmr l:::u
stalrway as she o wen
slowly ascended. twmmﬂmmmmm”mm.
to thelr feet. He was dazed the only
“Come in the m-mmm‘m"""‘“““mu
Berny,” Dominick called, “There’s a MM“ m.mumlfu :. s iren \he
o R o
advaiced the hall, | ruthlesaly
nn:htho ponm:.:ru ;I?l'l back. :?h 'm uldt.tn ;mhmm:
A Sosom, stood 1n |but be told the man he eared for

orchid pinned on her bosom, stood in
the aperture, smiling.

Buford’s back waa against the
light, and, for the first moment she
only saw him ad a tall mapculine out-
llne and her smile was frank and
natural. But he saw her plain as A
pleture and before Dominick could
frame the words of Introduction, start:
ed forward, crying:

“Bernlce Iverson!”

She drew back as If struck and
made n movement to drag the portlere
over her. Her face went white to the
lips, the patches of rouge standing
out on her cheeks llke roseleaves
pasted on the slekly skin,

"Who—who's that?’ she stammer-
ed, turning a wild eye on Dominick.

“Mr. Rxan,” the actor cried, beside
himself with excitement. “this is my
wife! This Is the woman I've been
talking of! Rernice, don't you know
me? Junius Carter?"

“He's crazy,” she faltered, her lips
s0 loose and tremulous they could
hardly form the worda. "I never saw
him before. 1 don't know what he's
talking about. Who's Junius Carter?"

“This is my wife, Mr. Buford,” sald
Dominick, who had been staring from
one to the other In blank astonish-
ment. “We've been married nearly
three yearas. 1 don’t understand—"

“It's Bernlce Iverson, the girl I mar-
rled In Chicago, that I've been telllng
you about, that 1| eaw last night at
the Mexican restaurant. Why, she
can't deny It. She can’t look at me
and say she doesn't know me—Junlus
Carter, the man she marrled in the
Methodist chapel, seven years ago, in
Chicago. Bernlce—"

He appronched her and she shrank
back.

“Keep away from me,"” she cried

| | ;,fl 4
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on the following morning. The serv.
ant, who by this time was well aware
that the household was a strange one,

mistresa’s room,
knocked with the low, deferential rap
of the Chinese domestic. Berny's
voice sounded shrilly, through the si-
lence of the fiat:

“Qo away! Let me alone! If that's
dinner 1 don't want any.”

The sound of her volce plerced
Dominick with a sense of loathing
and horror. He stopped In his pack
ing, suddenly declding to leave
everything and go, go from the house
and from her as soon as he could get
away., He thrust into & valise such
artlcles as he would want for the
night and set the bag by the stair
hend while he went Into the parlor te
find some billa and letters of his that
he remembered to have left In the
desk. As he pnssed Berny's door, It
flew open and she appeared In the
aperture. The room behind her was &
blaze of light, and every gas-Jet Mt
and pouring a flood of radiance over
the clothes outspread on the bed, the
chairs, and the floor. She, herself.
in a lacetrimmed petticoat and loose
silk dressing-sack, stood in the door
way staring at Dominlek, her face
pinched, white, and flerce. _

“What are you doing?"’ she sald ab
ruptly. “Going away?"

"Yes," he answered, stopplog at the
sight of the drended apparition
“That's my intention."”

“Where are you golng?"
manded.

He gnve her a cold look and made
Do ANEWEr.

“Keep Away From Me," 8he Crled Hoarsely,

hoarsely, stretching out a trembling
hand, “I don't know what you're talk-
ing about. You're crazy. Junius C
ter's dead—" them suddenly turning
on Dominick with a blazing look of
fury—"It’'s you that have done this!
It's you, you snake! I'll be even
with you yet!"

Bhe tore herself out of the folds
of the portiere which ghe had clutched
to her and rushed Into the hall and
into her own #foom, The banging of
the door behind her shook the house.

The two men stood as she had left
them, staring at each other, not know-
ing what to say, epeechless and
aghast.

CHAPTER XXI.
The Last Interview,

The night was falling when Buford
left. He and Dominick had sat on in
the den, talking together in low volces,
golpg over past events In the concat-
enation of clrcumstances that had led
up to the extraordinary situation in
which they now found themselves.
Both listened with strained ears for
the opening of Bernice's door, but not
a sound came from her room, Each
sllently, without expressing his
thoughts to the other, wondered what
she would do, what sensational move
might now be expected of her. While
jkey talked, It was evident ghe {n-
tended to make no sign of lfe,

After Buford had left. Dominick
called up his friend on the telephone
telling him that he would be unable
to meet him at dioner. He knew that

"Are you going to your mother's?™
she cried,

He moved forward toward the par
lor door and she came out into the
passage, lookiog after him and repeat:
Ing, with a tremulous, hoarse persis-
lenge, “Dominick, answer me. Are
You golng to your mother's?"

“Yed, 1 um,” he suld over his shouk
der.

He had an unutterable dread that
she would begin to epenk of the sit
uatfon, of Buford, of her past life;
that she would try to explain and ex-
onecate herself and they would be
plunged into a long and profitless dis-
cusslon of ull the slckening, irremedl
8ble wretchedness of the past. He
could not bear the thought ot it; he
Would have done anything to avold it.
He wanted to escape from her, from
the house where she had tortured
him, where he seemed to have laid
down his manhood, his honor, his
faith, and seen her trample on them.
The natural supposition that he would
want to confront her with her decep-
tlon and hear her explanation was the:
last thing he desired doing,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
————
Kllling Cut Worms.

You can easlly get rid of cut wormh.
around sweet peas by pouring strong
s0ap suds about the roots and plcking
up the worms which will come soram-
bling out of the earth at once. P
the worms in the suds and it will kin}
them. Do this balf a dozen m

in successlon, and you 'm..“'.

loned from 14 large beads, with small:
er ones in between.

It was pgreed and determined that
as soon as any one of the 14 giris be-
came engaged she should weur the
necklace ubtil Ner marriage, when it
should be placed In a safety deposit
vault until another fell before one of
Cupid's arrows’ Bhould. ope of the
girls become engaged while another
was wearidg it, It was decided that
the necklnoe should Le purrecdered
tg the one who bad last anpounced her
intention of ‘-+rriagwe. Buch a con-

tingency, however, has never arlsen.
The binding together even nfter
marriage ties, of the girls whn de-
vised the "Order of the Golden Neck-
fwce,” comes manner: As soon
uB & girl becomes heér Initials
are [nscribed on one of thp large
Bbeads. When she Is married thoce of
her husband are engraved o» the oppo-
fiite, together with theyetr of the mar-
Already seven have worn the orma
ment and it bas become known rhat

tha nanklace is agein to be taken from

its storeroom to adorn the person of
Miss Rosamond Hull. Her engagement
to Harold F, Morse of Binghamton, N,
V.. was announced by her mother.

Remembered Grudge.

Queen Wilhelmina's recent visit to
Paris has moved the paria correspond.
ent of the New York Sun to tell again
& story of the days when her majesty
was the most popular young persom-
age in the world,

In the revived edition, the story fs
to the effect that she found It hard to

learn Emglish, and perhaps for that
reason did not love England. The
first map of Europe she drew showed
am enormous Holland, a fair-sized Bel-
glum and france, but an almost im.
parceptible Great Britain.

To draw particular attention {o the
diminutive Island representing Eng-
land, she wrote below It, “Land of
Miss 8" (ber Eoglsh governess).

Years later the young queen sald
lt‘o ?. minister plenipotentiary of Eng-

nd;

“Be sure to tall her majesty, Queen

Victoria, that 1 love Enflishwemen, |

all Englishwomen.”
To which the minister bowed, and.
the Queen added: ..
“All Englishwomen are not govers
esses!"-—Youth's' Companlon,

Wanted Land and Husband,

She could plow and do all the farme
work, and If she got land she woulg
::o : .t;ulhul. '::o u;nunllnn of

woman pplied recently
to the land board of H
o eatheote, "Iq
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